FIVE  YEARS   HARD

The gong sounds, my first chukkar ends!
Looking back on that first day of polo and polite
language, "off side/ crossing, raw ponies and scream-
ing at Lokoga, I marvel that many were not killed
during those hectic and hardening days of adventure.
The third chukkar is announced by the banging
of the mess gong. My name is called out.

*Do you want me to play after my performance/
I ask the Colonel? 'Why not?' he answers in sur-
prise. "Well sir/ I say, 'I'm so dangerous!' He
laughs.

'Dangerous/ he says, 'Dangerous! Everything's
dangerous in this damned country. The wine, the
whisky, the women, the war, malaria, blackwater,
and even the home leave! Why not the polo? I'd
as soon break my neck by being crossed by you at
Lokoga as peg out in convulsions after being hit
by a poisoned arrow fired at me from behind a
bush by a MunshL'

As the sun goes down, the rattle of horses' hoofs
on the hard sun-baked ground ceases.

The ponies are led off to their stables for groom-
ing, water and feed while the better horse-masters
among the white men supervise the bran mashes
and pass the ponies clean. Cocktails are available
in front of some of the officers' quarters where deck
chairs are brought out and set in circles. The
'mellow' time of verse and rhyme has arrived to
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